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might have married Bowie when she chose, had she
not thought it her duty to take care of her mistress;
while Bowie considered himself equally indispensable
to the welfare of that "puir feckless laddie," his
master.

So they waited patiently, amusing the time by
little squabbles of jealousy, real or pretended ; and
Bowie was faithful, though Clara was past thirty now,
and losing her good looks.

" So ye'll see your lassie, Mr. Bowie !" said Sergeant
MacArthur, his intimate, when he started for Aberalva
that summer. " I'm thinking ye'd better put her out
of her pain soon. Five years is ower lang courting,
and she's na pullet by now, saving your pardon."

" Hoooo------," says Bowie; " leave the green goose-
berries to the lads, and gi' me the ripe fruit, Sergeant."

However, he found love-making in his own fashion
so pleasant, that, not content with carrying Mrs.
Vavasour's babies about all day long, he had several
times to be gently turned out of the nursery, where
he wanted to assist in washing and dressing them, on
the ground that an old soldier could turn his hand to
anything.

So slipped away a fortnight and more, during
which Valencia was the cynosure of all eyes, and
knew it also: for Claude Mellot, half to amuse her,
and half to tease Elsley, made her laugh many a time
by retailing little sayings and doings in her praise
and dispraise, picked up from rich Manchester gentle-
men, who would fain have married her without a